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us to look upon the womanly compassion which,
let us admit, was one of the elements of her in-
harmonious nature. " Chopin is an angel/5 she
exclaimed ; " his goodness, tenderness and pati-
ence sometimes make me anxious. I imagine that
his organisation is too delicate, too exquisite and
too perfect to live our gross, heavy, earthly life for
long. At Majorca, when he was sick unto death,
he made music which had the very fragrance of
Paradise ; but I am so used to seeing him in
heaven that I do not feel that life or death prove
anything for him. He himself is hardly aware in
what planet he exists. He makes no account of
life as we conceive it and feel it." That other-
worldliness was never more perceptible than
when he was at the keyboard. One incident at
this time helps us to draw near to receiving an
immediate impression of his playing. The body
of Adolphe Nourrit, the singer, was brought to
Marseilles for burial from Naples, where, it was
thought, he had committed suicide. In spite of
the bishop's objections, a service was held at
Notre-Dame-du-Mont, and Chopin, who had
known Nourrit, consented to play the organ. It
was a poor sort of instrument, and Chopin was
careful to avoid the strident, reedy stops. He
drew those of the quietest tone and then played
Schubert's Die Gestirne. The church was crowded
with people who had paid fifty centimes for
a chair, but those who had expected Chopin
to choose for the melody a solo-stop matching
Nounit's fine voice were disappointed. It was a